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Spanking the Inner Child 


hat is this Inner Child 
dealie? 

What are people talkin about 
when they say they need to “get 
in touch with my Inner Child”? 

I’ve been hearin this for sev- 
eral years now, and ever time I 
hear it I sit there like a goombah, 
pretendin I know exactly what 
they’re talkin about, when what 
I really wanna say is, “Hey, 
Fruitcake, how bout gettin in 
touch with your Inner Grownup? 
Maybe then I could understand 
what the heck you're talkin 
about.” 

But I don’t. I just sit there 
goin, “That’s right, Steve. Maybe 
if you get in touch with your 
Inner Child thingy, you wouldn’t 
have to beat up on your girl- 
friend all the time. Maybe you’d 
just wanna play Frisbee with 
her or somethin.” 

Why is it that all the guys 
who talk about their Inner Child 
are potential serial killers? You 
know the ones—baggy eyes, 
head down when they walk, 
mumbledy speech. They’re all 
about as far from childhood as 
you can get. Hell, there’s 60- 
year-old men tryin to play this 
game. 

“Tm still lashing out at my 
father,” they'll tell you. 

Your father died in 1947, 
you ignorant old coot! He’s a 
little pile of mulch by now! We 
could suck him up with a 
dustbuster! He’s not listening! _.«s_C iC . 
He doesnt give twodiddly squats Margot Hope and her deadly weapons, as displayed in Femme 
about you! Fontaine: Killer Babe for the CIA. 











Margot executes a character actor. 


Inner Child, my hiney. 
Why would you wanna know what that is any- 
how? So you can drool on people and spit up in 
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public? 

You know what a child does? Think about him- 
self all day long. That’s all he ever does. 

Wanna find your Inner Child? 

Look down there about waist level. 

Find the little indented place on your tummy. 

Stare. 

You've found it. 

And speaking of one-man bands, this week’s flick 
is Femme Fontaine: Killer Babe For the C.I.A., writ- 
ten by, produced by, directed by, and starring Margot 
Hope as the killer babe her ownself. I haven’t seen a 
quadruple threat like this since Billy Jack. 

This is the old familiar story of the Hot Honey 
who slinks around the globe in mini-skirts and 
lingerie, bumping off scuzzballs for the CIA. She’s a 
master of disguise. Her idea of sneaking up on a guy 
is to knock on his door and pretend to be from an 
escort service. By the time he realizes he didn’t call 
an escort service, she'll have a lethal hat pin buried 
in his carotid artery. 

But don’t think this is all Bombastic Bimbo 
Creepola-Busting. Margot also has a sensitive side, 
complete with flashbacks to the day her dear daddy 
taught her to handle a firearm, and long spiritual 
sessions with her Buddhist monk advisor, who tells 
her how to be true to herself while killing people for 
the CIA. 

Of course, you know what’s coming. A crazed 
band of lesbian neo-Nazis are using dimwit skinheads 
to get money from Chinatown drug dealers so they 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Guns and Garbonzas: A Family Tradition 


The word 
“family” does not 
usually apply to 
Hollywood and 
the B-movie 
world, but the 
Andy Sidaris 
family is unique 
in a town of 
glamor, glitz and 
greed. Known for 
producing/direct- 
ing action-packed 
films with beauti- 
ful ladies sporting 
big breasts and big 
guns, their 
Malibu Bay Pro- 
ductions company 
is definitely a family operation, 
run by Andy and his wife Arlene, 
who Andy credits for keeping 
him honest, and Andy’s son, 
Drew, who has picked up the 
movie-making bug and formed 
the Louisiana production com- 
pany, Skyhawk. Together they 
have worked to bring us Malibu 


Melissa Anne Moore 


can sell deadly poisons that turn your face into a 
cheese burrito and make money off rich Ayrabs. 

Or something like that. 

Actually, I forgot. It’s one of those flicks that are 
easier to talk about later than to actually watch. The 
mind wanders. 

Still, they spent more than forty-seven dollars on 
this movie, and it shows. 

Twenty-two dead bodies. Six breasts. Neck-crack- 
ing. Two fistfights. Poison beer. Hot-tub electrocu- 
tion. Exploding skinhead. Acid-to-the-face treatment. 
S&M. Earrolls. Gratuitous aardvarking. Three Kung 
Fu scenes. Riding crop Fu. Blow-dart Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for James Hong, as 
the bald-headed ex-CIA Buddhist monk, for saying 
“What path do you choose?”; Catherine Dao, as the 
Chinatown gangster who says “Who would kill a 
bunch of innocent monks?”; Lynn Parton, as the 
white-haired froth-mouth Nazi leader who mangles 
every word of her dialogue; and Margot Hope, writer, 
director, producer, the killer babe herself, for saying 
“That'll teach you to blow in my ear!” And “It ain’t 
over till the fat man sings” and “Hello, Max—or is it 
Heinz Muller, Nazi Scum?” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Express, Hard 
Hunted, Fit to 
Kill, Enemy Gold 
and The Dallas 
Connection, to 
name a few. At 
the moment, the 
Sidaris family is 
in Hawaii work- 
ing on their up- 
coming film Day 
of the Warrior, a 
Russian Spy 
movie starring 
Jim Hellwig 
(The Ultimate 
Warrior from the 
WWE), Rodrigo 
Obregon, Bruce 


Penhall, Mark Barriere, Pent- 
house Pet of the Year Julie Strain 
and the latest Sidaris discovery, 
the beautiful and buxom Julie K. 
Smith (Penthouse Pet). 

The latest from the Hollywood 
grapevine is that the beautiful and 
sexy Julie Strain has been swept 
off her feet and accepted the mar- 





Gratuitous ex-CIA monk. 


riage proposal of music video di- 
rector Jeff Stein. 

Reportedly, a popular blonde 
scream queen was seen and heard 
assaulting a well-known B-movie 
director during a recent auto- 
eraph signing at a Hollywood 
comic book store. 

The release of Interview With 
a Vampire has brought about a 
revised interestin vampire films, 
and the erotic horror film 
Bloodscent is no exception. From 
the Elizabeth, Pennsylvania- 
based production company In- 
House Productions, Bloodscent, 
written by Bill Randolph, has 
all the enticing components— 
sexy girls, an 18th-century vam- 
pire, and, believe it or not, a 
virgin. Bloodscent stars Julie 
Wallace, Mandy Leigh, Nicole 
Mentz and Randolph. 

—MeE.issA Moore 

If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 





America’s three-party political system—Republican, Democrat and... 


Idiotpendent 


hy is every election between the Republican 
Idiot and the Democratic Idiot? 
And then, if some third guy shows up, everybody 
says, “I can’t vote for him. He’s an idiot.” 
Why is the third guy always an idiot? He’s the 
only one who doesn’t have 150 years of history 


Newt Gingrich. 

Then, after the election is over, we have to listen 
to 16,000 hours of What It All Means. 

Oh my God, the Republicans took over the Sen- 
ate. 

Oh my God, ey we never heard of is 

| governor of New York. 

And all the time 
we refuse to vote for 
the Wild Card Guy. 

I mean, we used 
to kinda sorta like 
Ross Perot, but then 
there he was this year, 
making speeches for 
the Democrat. 

Does anybody 
really believe that 
there are only two 
points of view in 
America, and they're 
summed up totally in 
the words “Republi- 
can” and “Democrat”? 
Judging by their con- 
vention _ bullstuff 





Ron Perlman and Frederico Luppi fight over the magical 400-year-old 
Blood-Sucking Steel Insect Fountain-of-Youth Device in the confusing 
Mexican horror flick, Cronos. 


behind him, proving he’s an idiot. 

Why don’t we choose our own Idiot? 

There’s always a “third party candidate” on the 
ballot, right? We’ve never heard of him. But if you 
say, “What about this guy—you know, the dude from 
the Green Liberal Citizenship Party?”’—everbody 
automatically says, “He’s an idiot.” 

I think there are good reasons to believe the 
weirdo is not an Idiot. First off, he’s the only one who 
refused to join the Republican Party or the Demo- 
cratic Party. After all, what exactly do you have to do 
to rise up through the ranks of the Republicans or 
the Democrats? 

Pass out buttons. 

That’s how you get in. 

Then, when you get real good at that, you get to 
mail out bumper stickers. 

And then, if you’re a really good party member 
and you show lots of promise, you get to call people 
up on the phone and ask em if theyll put up a yard 
sign. 

Why don’t we just go down to Home Shopping 
Network and send all their phone operators to Con- 
gress? After all, they've put in more hours at it than 
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dang room. 
Closeup of face. 
Big green eyes. 


speeches, they’re both 
way too meddlesome 
to hold public office. 


All they talk about is changing this, changing that. 
I haven’t heard a politician yet who’s started out a 
speech by saying, “Now here’s some stuff we should 
Just leave alone, exactly like it is.” 

You know what I mean? 

Are you following me here? 

These parties were created in the last century, 
and we’re already headed into the next century. 

I’m really surprised I have to explain this stuff. 

Speaking of countries that believe in doing poli- 
tics the old-fashioned way, Mexico is turning out 
horror flicks again, including Cronos, one of the 
finest mechanical-insect blood-sucking vampire fam- 
ily dramas ever made. This is one of those artsy- 
fartsy dealies where, when somebody walks across a 
room, the camera follows em all the way across the 


Little girl staring, clutching her doll. 

Blood spurting out of a man’s hand. 

It’s kinda like what PBS would do if they decided 
to use a zombie flick for a pledge drive. The only 
thing that saves it is some intense gross-out footage 


when this guy starts turning into an insect-like 
vampire whose face keeps peeling off while he’s 
sticking his hand inside his stomach to see what it 
feels like in there. 

It’s the story of an elderly antiques dealer who 
accidentally discovers an eternal-youth machine in 
the form of a golden insect. He takes it home and 
finds out that every time it clamps onto his body, 
causing excruciating pain, he gets a lot younger. So 
he decides to play games with it, showing his little 
eranddaughter how it works. Only an evil business- 
man and his dimwit hired-killer nephew decide they 
want the blood-sucking fountain-of-youth insect, 
too, and pus-filled zaniness ensues. 

Seven dead bodies. No breasts. Eye-gouging. 
Cockroach attack. Hand-ripping. Oozing chest 
wounds. Blood-licking. Corpse-sewing. Facial-skin- 
ripping. Neck-stomping. Head-bashing. One motor 
vehicle crash. Stomach-peeling. Gratuitous tango 
lessons. Fist Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Frederico Luppi, as the antiques dealer who 
goes insect on us and learns to love pain; and Ron 
Perlman, as the broken-nose killer who dances on 
his uncle’s dead body and screams “Everything is 
mine!” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears 
on The Movie Channel Saturdays at 9 p.m. 
Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


LET’s GET NEKKID 


February 4: Beach Babes From Beyond: Three teenage 
girls from another planet steal their parents’ T-Bird spaceship 
and land on a California beach where Joe “Nepotism Man” 
Estevez is an aging surfer and Joey “Nepotism Boy” Travolta 
is a retired rocket scientist who runs a health-food stand. The 
outer-space bimbos pose as Swedish exchange students, and 
zaniness ensues as Burt “Yes, I Was Robin” Ward stumbles 
around in the background of a bikini contest. Three stars. 

Second feature: Lake Consequence: Hot Zalman King fan- 
tasy-sex flick starring Joan Severance as a bored housewife 
who breaks into the trailer house of a blue-collar tree trimmer 
played by Billy Zane and is carried off to the wilderness with 
Billy and his oversexed anything-goes girlfriend, May Karasun. 
Will she return to hubby and child, or will she opt for the open 
road? Zalman King co-wrote the screenplay and executive-pro- 
duced, but Rafael Eisenman directs. Four stars. 

Third feature: Double Impact: Jean-Claude Van Damme 
is slightly better than usual, which brings him up to community 
theater acting standards, in this story of twins, separated when 
they were six months old, who reunite in Hong Kong after 25 
years to get revenge on the evil businessman Nigel Griffith and 
his crimelord cohort, Philip Chan Yan Kin. Van Damme, as the 
twins, gets to do kung-fu with himself—what he’s always dreamed 
of. The fight choreography is excellent, and Bolo Yeung is 
wonderfully evil as the head Chinese karate hitman. Cory 
Everson also does a nice turn as a leather-clad lesbo killer 
catwoman. Three and a half stars. 


NASTIES AND MEANIES 


February 11: Knights: Kris Kristofferson is the good 
cyborg, and Lance Henriksen is the baaaaaad cyborg, in this 


Drive-In THEATER 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 


Miscellaneous 
Chia pet; Wooly Willy; magic rocks; space water rocket; 
John Wayne is Hondo standees(2); Leprechaun 2 plastic cups 
(25), The Far Side 1989-90 wall calendar, Teenage Mutant 
Ninja Turtle scarf, Showdown canvas square duffel bag, 


Goodwrench Inner Tube, MPI Home Video western bandana 
(red), Sneakers pop-up 1993 desk calendar (2), TransEco Pos- 
sum & Rodent Snare Trapping Kit, Telegraph Avenue Street 
Calendar 1993, naked woman mini jigsaw puzzle, Tears of a 
Princess handkerchief, Night of the Living Dead authentic 
zombie dirt, Joke in the Box (2), Gahan Wilson monster base- 
ball trading cards. 
Videos 

Scanners II with Deborah Raffin; Scanners IIT starring 
Liliana Komorowska; Scent of a Woman starring Al Pacino and 
Chris O'Donnell; School Ties starring Brendan Fraser and 
Chris O’Donnell; Schizoid with Klaus Kinski; Scissors with 
Sharon Stone; Scream Test; Second Cousin, Once Removed 
starring Pete Ellis; The Second Victory; Secret Ingredient (2); 
Secret Passion of Robert Clayton with Scott Valentine and John 
Mahoney; Seedpeople Starring Sam Hennings. 





Biblical sci-fi epic about robot vampires 
that roam the countryside, searching 
for fresh victims to replenish their blood 
supplies, while Kathy Long runs around in a loincloth, trying to 
avenge her parents’ death when she was a child. It all comes from 
the twisted mind of writer/director Albert Pyun, who knows 
how to create a weird weird landscape. Four stars. 

Second feature: Dark Universe: Cheesy made-in-Florida 
yarn about a privately owned space shuttle that crashes in a 
swamp, spreading orange spores throughout the Orlando area 
and creating a giant lizard that chews up campers. Starring 
Blake Pickett as the girl reporter and Bently Tittle as the 
sarcastic swamp guide. One and a half stars. 

Third feature: Jason Goes to Hell: The Final Friday: Jason 
gets exploded into bacon bits in the very first scene, comes back 
as a minority with an attitude (the first black Jason in film 
history), then dies again and again and again, as he inhabits the 
bodies of various Crystal Lake citizens, in this sequel-to-end-all- 
sequels. Starring John D. LeMay as the only guy who knows 
how tokill him, Kari Keegan as the only person whocan kill him, 
and Steven Williams as the wise bounty hunter who drifts into 
town with arcane Jason knowledge. Four stars. 


QUADRIPLEGIA, NYMPHOMANIA 
AND HIV-PoOsITIvVE NIGHT 


February 18: Boxing Helena: Creepy psycho-fantasy star- 
ring Julian Sands as a weirdbeard plastic surgeon who’s so 
obsessed with bitch-goddess Sherilyn Fenn that he imprisons 
her in his house and cuts off her arms so she'll be more dependent 
on him. Disgusting and beautiful at the same time--an amazing 
flick. Four stars. 

Second feature: Marilyn Chambers’ Bedtime Stories: 
Marilyn Chambers, the aging sex goddess who refuses to stop 
taking off her clothes on camera, is back with an anthology flick 
about girls who do it nine ways from Sunday with beefcake New 
York extras from Gold’s Gym. Breast-a-rama. One star. 

Third feature: Philadelphia 


EK ven Hitler Had 
a Girlfriend, 
the cult classic 
about a guy so 
lonely he spends his 
whole life’s savings 
on call girls in less 
than two weeks, is 
soon to be a comic 
book, with artwork 
by Ronnie Cra- 
mer, the Denver in- 
dependent film- 
maker who created 
the film. Hugh 





... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
Che out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 


€ 

Tell us if you 
recognize anything 
here. In a recent 
issue of the serial 
comic book, Elvira: 
Mistress of the 
Dark, there ap- 
pears a character 
named Billy Beau 
Braggard, and he’s 
dressed in a cow- 
boy hat, a bolo tie, 
and western jacket, 
and Elvira greets 


Gallagher, pub- places where 
lisher of Draculina 

magazine, plans to publish it later this year. 
Draculina is the well-established showplace for gore 
movies and scream queens, and sells for $6 a copy, 
payable to: Draculina, P.O. Box 969, Centralia, IL 


62801. 

=: EWEN 

DAVID MAN MANNING 
“GIRL 


ADAPTED FROM THE FILM (C)1994 SCORCHED EARTH PRODUCTIONS é 





ONCE | SAWA 
BEAUTIFUL 
BLONDE WOMAN 
STRIPPING FOR 
HER BOYFRIEND! 





HELLO - MY NAME IS 
MARCUS TEMPLETON. 
| AM THIRTY YEARS 
OLD AND UNMARRIED 
- 'M ALONELY AND 





him as “the Sultan 
of Sleaze, the Arbi- 
ter of the Awful, Psychotronic Scholar and Drive-In 
Movie Critic Extraordinaire!” when he shows up to 
plug his new book, In the Back Seat with Billy Beau. 
Unfortunately, Elvira’s archenemy, Spooky Suzie, 
of Spooky Suzie’s Frightful Films show, gets jealous 
of Billy Beau’s decision to plug his 
book on Elvira’s show, and so she 
charms him away with her femi- 
nine wiles. To get him back, Elvira 
casts a “love spell,” but doesn’t fol- 
low the directions correctly, and 
turns Billy Beau into a gorilla in- 
stead. It all comes out okay in the 
end, in this two-parter written by 
Frank Strom and drawn by Tom 
Simonton. Elvira: Mistress of the 
Dark is available from Claypool 
Comics, and these two particular 
issues (#14 and #15) are available 
for $2.50 each, payable to: Comics 
Warehouse, P.O. Box 1099, 
Forestville, CA 95436. 
e 

We've found something much 
more impressive than Frequent 
Flyer miles. Joe Bob now has an 
Exotic Dancer VIP Card, entitling 
him to freebies at more than 450 
topless clubs across the country! 
(Joe Bob is currently working 
through the entire list and was last 
seen somewhere in North Dakota.) 
This is a new promotion by the 
folks at Exotic Dancer magazine, 
which we’ve mentioned before as a 
truly amazing directory of statis- 
tics on virtually every gentleman’s 
club, strip bar, nude show, and, as 
we say in Texas, titty bar in 
America. It’s apparently some sort 
of trade publication, too, because 
the featured dancers take out full 


misfits Owell. 


DESPERATE MAN 


page ads to attract the attention of club owners. Niki 
Knockers calls herself a “Mega Magazine Model,” 
while Chesty Love is billed as “The Biggest Chest 
in North America.” (We had no idea that topless club 
owners have their own trade org 
nual convention, | . 
but they do. The 
three-day event al- 
ways concludes 
with “Exotic 
Dancer of the Year 
Finals.”) The list- 
ings in Exotic 
Dancer are orga- 
nized by state, and 
give information 
on more than 2,000 
clubs, including 
“types of dancing” 
(stage dancing, 
couch dancing, 
table dancing, lap 
dancing, shower 
dancing, and one 
we'd never heard 
of before—‘“wall 
dancing”), what 
type of clientele 
frequents the place 
(blue collar or 
white collar), 
whether food is 
available, special 






nights (oil wres- & _ 
tling, wet T-shirt, 
amateur night, it well. 


etc.), and, of course, the cover charge and size of the 
club. This slick, indispensable 202-page guide, pub- 
lished and edited by Don Waitt, sells for $23 by 
itself. Or, if you want the Exotic Dancer VIP Card 
(which includes a free copy of the magazine), send 
$49 to: E.D. Publications, 28870 U.S. Hwy. 19 N., 
Suite 103, Clearwater, FL 34621. 
e 

“I am your density.” Who could forget the immor- 
tal words spoken by Crispin Glover in his unfor- 
gettably angst-ridden, scene-stealing performance 
as George McFly in the 1985 mega-hit, Back to the 
Future? Certainly not Generic Mike, who puts out 
one of the more artfully designed fanzines we've seen 
in a while, Mister Density, which pays relentless 
tribute to the eccentric actor and artist. A 20-page 
forum for dialogue, observations, and analysis by 
“Crispy” devotees, it includes spottings, rumors, a 
mini-bio and speculations on his debut album and 
upcoming projects. If 20 pages of Crispinspiration 
isn’t enough, Mr. Density back issues are available, 
tackling topics like “Crispingate,” Oscar snubbing, 
paper dolls and Crispin’s ninja stylings. Published 


We don’t now where Crispin Glover found that Hubbie award, but he wears 


quarterly, it goes for $2 an issue. Send cash only to: 
Mister Density, P.O. Box 172, Westview Station, 
Binghamton, NY 13905-0172. 

€ 
Once upon a time, in the early sixties, five 


industrious teenagers took their love for science 
fiction, fantasy and horror and turned it into a 28- 
page hand-typed mimeographed fanzine, Outré, of 
which three editions were published. Thirty years 
later, one of those teens, Michael Stein of Filmfax 
Magazine, has taken that early vision, breathed new 
life into it, and turned it into a fresh, slick, 84-page 
quarterly, spotlighting the world of ultramedia. The 
premiere issue of the resurrected Outré (pronounced 
“Ooo-tray”) features interviews with actor Martin 
Landau, who depicted Bela Lugosi in Tim 
Burton’s Ed Wood, legendary exploitation producer 
and co-founder of AIP, Samuel Arkoff, and Maila 
Nurmi, better known as the ghoulish yet alluring 
horror movie hostess of the fifties, Vampira. Cover- 
ing all bases, the magazine also profiles Hong Kong 
box office hiney-kicker Chow Yun Fat, the immiti- 
gable Jayne Mansfield, and Twilight Zone writer 
Charles Beaumont. As an added bonus, the issue 
comes with a free record by a hot new rockabilly 
band, the Riptones. A year’s subscription is $20, ($19 
for Filmfax readers) payable to: Filmfax, Inc., Outré, 
P.O. Box 1900, Evanston, IL 60204. 


Reviews by the Action Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[PASSENGER 57 


“Well-made” but “predictable” “blaxploitation version of Die 
Hard,” starring the “exceptional” Wesley Snipes as a security 
guru on a flight hijacked by a “psychotic father-killing hijacker,” 
the “marvelously entertaining” Bruce Payne, “one of the baddest 





Beverly Hills. 

villains in recent history.” “A few loose ends keep this from Die 
Hard status.” “The beginning is promising, but it gets cliched and 
annoying.” “High-quality ‘A’ flick with a ‘B’ budget. They use the 
money wisely.” “Too many cute ‘Arnold’-style lines.” “No memo- 
rable one-liners, even though they’re obviously trying real hard.” 
“Whoever decided Snipes should be reading The Art of War by 
Sun Tzu on the plane ought to be slapped around.” “How bigis the 
plane? It’s huge! Wilt Chamberlain could walk through it without 
stooping.” “Stanley Clarke’s jazz score is progressive and very 
artistic.” Nineteen dead bodies. Neck-slashing. Groin-bashing. 
Head-stomping. Brains on the floor. Car-to-plane jump. Two 
motor vehicle chases. Head in the toilet. One explosion. Five 
Kung Fu scenes. Cast: Tom Sizemore (“totally unbeliev- 

able” as Sly Delvecchio, vice president of a major airline), 

Alex Datcher (“good,” “lifeless” as “wise-cracking flight 
attendant” Marti Slayton), Michael Horse (Forget), Eliza- 

beth Hubley (“brilliant” as bad girl terrorist Sabrina 
Ritchie), Duchess Tomasello (“great” as “senior frequent 

flier” Mrs. Edwards), Zachary McLemore (“weak” as 
Norman), Ernie Lively (“good” as “Bufferin-sucking pig” 

Chief Biggs), Bruce Greenwood (Stuart Ramsey), Rob- 

ert Hooks (Dwight Henderson), Mare Macaulay 
(Vincent). Writers: David Loughery, Dan Gordon 
(“poor”), from a story by Stewart Raffill, Gordon (“solid 
story”). Director: Kevin Hooks (“okay,” “pretty good”). 
[Warner. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 87. 


(HE TAKING OF BEVERLY HILLS 


“Above-average” “far-fetched” buddy movie starring 
the “outstanding” “creepy” Robert Davi, who is “surpris- 
ingly bland” as a crazy asthmatic billionaire corporate 
raider who fakes a toxic spill, evacuates every house in 





The major-league fireballs are the real stars of the far-fetched The Taking of 


Official Rating 


Highest rating: 93 (Ricochet, 1991; 
Deep Cover, 1992; Under Siege, 1992). 


Beverly Hills, and uses “pissed-off” ex-cops to burglarize every- 
thing. Ken Wahl is a playboy football star who reluctantly helps 
a crooked cop, “spineless” “dork” Matt Frewer, to stop him. 
“Typical two-guys-take-on-an-entire-army-and-win movie. Com- 
pletely unbelievable.” “This film focuses on stealing from the 
wealthy, an unrealistic concept.” “Are we really supposed to 
believe that there is a master computer 
that knows the security combinations for 
every single home and business in Beverly 
Hills?” “Some action scenes way out of 
focus.” “The interplay between Wahl and 
Davi and Wahl and Kozak is extremely 
forced. There are way too many cutesy 
football metaphors.” “Wahl pulls off a 
difficult role with casual grace.” “Frewer 
has an extremely annoying voice.” “They 
spare no expense when it comes to explo- 
sions. They blow everything up in this 
movie.” Davi has the best lines: “It’s not 
whether you win or lose—it’s whether 
you win,” and “You're just another notch 
on hisjockstrap.” Frewer has a good line: 
“He was probably a test-tube baby—you 
can tell by the shape of his head.” Filmed 
in Mexico City, where production de- 
signer Peter Lamont created an exact 
replica of the streets of Beverly Hillsina 
soccer stadium. Thirteen dead bodies. 
Four motor vehicle chases, with four 
crash-and-burns. Twenty-one explosions, 
with fireballs. Flame-thrower. Skull- 
cracking. House-crushing. Human torch. 
Throwing stars. Corkscrew to the belly. 
Cast: Lee Ving James (“amusing,” “gets 
all the best toys—S.W.A.T. tank, flame-thrower—and is downed 
Goliath-style” as Davi’s field lieutenant), Tony Ganios (“subpar 
cameo” as the EPA guy), Branscombe Richmond (“good,” 
“superfluous” as bumbling “rabid” hitman Benitez), Harley Jane 
Kozak (“stunning” as Laura Sage). Writers: Rick Natkin, David 
Fuller, David Burke (“smells like a committee”). Director: 
Sidney J. Furie (“very good,” “unimaginative”). [Nelson/New 
Line. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 85. 


QKULL: A NIGHT OF TERROR! 
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wonderful” revenge drama starring the “chill- 
ing” Robbie Rox as aone- 
eyed “sicko” “Telly 
Savalas-looking” escaped 
mass murderer named 
Skull who takes hostage 
the wives and kids of two 
cops on a secluded farm. 
Robert Bideman is a 
“crazy” “adulterous” cop 
who gets a chance to “re- 
deem his downward spi- 
ral” by making an armored 
mask out of a shovel and 
doing battle with Skull’s 
gang of “bad guy 
scumbags” to rescue his 
family. “Roxis likea young 
Lawrence Tierney. Wow!” 
Minority opinions: “Dumb 
movie. The characters are 
too blurry. Mediocre.” 


“Inventive 


System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 

83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Action Records 


Lowest rating: 64 
(Miami Beach Cops, 1993). 


“Typical mish-mosh of story lines and ideas. A snoozer.” Ten dead 
bodies. Eight breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Three explosions. 
Pickaxe through the body. Gun butt to the ee ewan shish- 
ka-bob. Exploding house. Catfight. Flam- : 
ing skull. Bow-and-arrow Fu. Machine gun 
Fu. Cast: Nadia Capone (“excellent,” 
“sexy,” “fantastic body” as Bideman’s wife, 
Jennifer King), Paul Sanders (“not much 
feeling” as the sidekick Niel Adams), Nial 
Lancaster (“needs a few more acting les- 
sons” as Bideman’s son), Erica Lancaster 
(“weak” as Bideman’s daughter), Bonnie 
Beck (“good,” “literally rolls in the hay” as 
the friend, Sarah), Isabelle Merchant 
(“strongest actor” as Rox’s woman, Ash). 
Writer: Gerald Ciccioritti, Robert 
Bergman (“shallow,” “major plot flaws,” 
“forced dialogue”). Producer/Director: 

Bergman (“gives it his all,” “scores”). Alter- 
nate title: Don’t Turn Out the Light. [Acad- 
emy. 1988/89.] Overall rating: 83. 


EK YE OF THE STRANGER 


In this “slow” “kind of dumb” “total 
ripoff’ of High Plains Drifter, “wooden” 
writer/director/producer/star David 
Heavener is a “no-name stranger who 
plays the harmonica and sleeps with his 
boots on,” but he “looks like Charlie Manson 
as “The Stranger.” Heavener drifts into 
the corrupt town of Harmony, where ev- 
eryone fears crooked mayor Martin 
Landau, “in a stellar Bruce Dern-like 
performance,” who collects protection 
money from shopkeepers until they’re so 
poor they have to sell him their land. Local 
bargirl Sally Kirkland falls for Heavener, 
and “does some get-down aardvarking with him.” Together they 
set out to discover the terrifying secret that has “wimp alcoholic 
sheriff’ Joe Estevez (“wasted”) and the town’s “drunk old barfly 
doctor,” “standout” Stella Stevens, in fear. “Shades of A Fistful 
of Dollars with a bunch of plot flaws.” “There’s some moralistic 
drivel laced throughout the script that gets pretty annoying.” “A 
bizarre cross between a modern western and a fable. A Twin 
Peaks tale on a smaller scale—a great-looking, very stylized flick 
that doesn’t make a lick of sense.” “Heavener comes off as 
pretentious and unbelievable.” “Landau is getting to look more 
like that Tales From the Crypt skeleton puppet every day.” 
Minority opinion: “Heaveneris great as the mysterious buttkicking 
stranger, and it’s very well-made and entertaining. It’s kind of 
like Road House, except the Swayze in the cast is the bad guy.” 
Eight dead bodies. Four breasts. One explosion. Lame Kung Fu. 
Shovel Fu. Ford Ranchero Fu. Cast: Don Swayze (“really really 
ugly,” “terrific,” “look on his face like he’s smelling cat shit” as 
Rudy the deputy sheriff punk bad guy), John Pleshette 
(Kirkland’s jealous boyfriend), Wendy Pan (“beautiful but needs 
a few acting lessons” as Chang Lee), Thomas F. Duffy, Chao- 
Li Chi. [Hero Films. 1993.] Overall rating: 82. 


XPOSURE 


Bex. 
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“Moody” “intense” “very bloody” murder mystery starring 
the “excellent” Peter Coyote as a photojournalist who takes 
pictures of a prostitute who’s found murdered. When he investi- 
gates, he’s brutally attacked by Rio de Janeiro street thugs, who 
go on to rape his girlfriend, the “okay” Amanda Pays. It all ends 
in a “major knife-fight finale.” “A memorable film with some 
unforgettably intense, disgusting scenes. It’s kind of refreshing 
to see a movie about ugly people for a change.” “Boring, slow and 
confusing. Lots of illegible subtitles. Some terrible cinematogra- 
phy. Lots of dreaded ‘flashback’ scenes to pad the length.” “This 





Clint Eastwood wannabe David Heavener writes, di- 
rects and stars in the fairly lame ripoff of High Plains 
Drifter, Eye of the Stranger. 


film is a glorification of the knife as an implement of murder. I still 
do not understand why Coyote did not take his teacher’s advice 
and ‘get a gun.” Fourteen dead bodies. Six breasts. Eye-gouging. 
Face-carving. Pruning 
shears through the 
chest. One motor vehicle 
chase. Forced cockroach- 
eating. Cast: Tcheky 
Karyo (“great,” “spooky” 
as knife-fighting expert 
Hermes), Miguel Angel 
Fuentes (“one huge, 
scary, ugly dude” as “cut- 
throat” Fuentes), Rene 
Ruiz (“good” as the 
“slightly sadistic midget 
mastermind” Iron Nose 
Zakkai), Guilia Gam 
(“standout” “babe” as 
Gisela, the Indian giant). 
Writer: Ruben Fonse- 
ca (“good,” “convo- 
luted”). Director: Walter 
Salles Jr. (“superb,” “so- 
so,” “great, stylish”). 
[Miramax/HBO. 1991/ 
92.] Overall rating: 81. 


ACHINE 
GUN KELLY 


“Corny” “over- 
acted” but “fast-paced” 
/ 7 ‘ “grade B gangster flick” 

: starring an “adequate” 
Charles Bronson as a 
“neurotic, pussy- 
whipped” “phobic, hot- 
tempered” punk on the rise, robbing, kidnapping and murdering 
with the “great” Susan Cabot, “stealing the show” as the feisty 
beauty at his side who goads him into ever more daring crimes— 
until he goes too far by kidnapping a 12-year-old girl and her 25- 
year-old nurse. In one of the most memorable moments in this 
“classic,” Bronson spits Nehi into a caged mountain lion’s face. 
The mountain lion later eats “weaselly” Morey Amsterdam, 
who is “very unconvincing” as the wimp who betrays Bronson. 
“Really surprising ‘twist’ ending by today’s standards.” “Bonnie 
& Clyde it’s not.” “Two hours of boredom, with occasional chuck- 
les.” “Bronson plays the same polished tough-guy character that 
carried him through the next 35 years.” “Realistic Thompson 
1928 submachinegun firing and handling.” “Great jazzy, blaring 
soundtrack by Gerald Fried.” R. Wright Campbell’s script, 
full of “weak plotting” and “lame dialogue,” has some real howl- 
ers, including: “I’m gonna carve a map of hell on your kisser,” and 
“Tl stitch a new belt right across your belly,” and “Go ahead, 
Apple—TI’ll peel and core you,” and “When rabbits roar, it’s a bad 
time,” and “You know, Kitten, I’m gonna get you a nice white 
mouse to play with.” Twelve dead bodies. Two motor vehicle 
chases. Cast: Richard Devon, Jack Lambert, Frank De 
Kova. Producer/Director: Roger Corman (“excellent”). [Ameri- 
can International/RCA-Columbia. 1958/91.] Overall rating: 81. 


MEN OF RESPECT 


“Predictable” “slow” film noir gangster version of Macbeth, 
starring “outstanding” John Turturro as a “crazed” Mafia 
lieutenant who kills his way to the top, only to lose his sanity. “A- 
plus number one manipulative bitch” Katherine Borowitz is 
the ambitious wife who “skulks in shadows and cleans compul- 
sively” while pushing him every step of the way. “Very below- 
average Godfather / Goodfellas ripoff.” “Not bad, but it’s no Throne 
of Blood.” “This film is not to Macbeth what West Side Story is to 


Romeoand Juliet. While an obvious copy of the Shakespeare play, 
there is no improvement offered—no new twists.” “Suffers from 
too many ‘hallucination’ and slo-mo scenes.” “No originality to the 
murders or the gore. Very cliche treatment of the mob. Very 
definite pro-life messages occur twice in this movie for no reason.” 
“Turturro is unlikeable as a male lead, with an annoying screen 
presence. He looks like a young Al Bundy.” “Turturro is far too 
young to be a convincing don.” The best line: “Now Charlie’s 
history. In a few days he'll be geography.” Twenty-eight dead 
bodies. Two breasts. geen 

One explosion. Cast: 
Dennis Farina 
(“solid,” “natural” as 
Frankie Como), Pe- 
ter Boyle (“good,” 
“perfectly cast” as 
Matt Duffy), Rod 
Steiger (“one of the 
worst hairpieces in 
show _ business,” 
“standout” as Mafia 
family head Charlie 
D’Amico), David 
Thornton (“too bor- 
ing to be a gangster” 
as boss-to-be Philly), 
Steven Wright 
(“cameo” as a janitor, 
Sterling), Stanley 
Tucci (Mel), Julie 
Garfield (Irene), 
Lilia Skala (Lucia). 
Writer/Director: Wil- 
liam Reilly (“solid,” 
“sreatidea,” “way too 





Amanda Pays gets raped by brutal street thugs, but her boyfriend is 
photojournalist Peter Coyote, who has revenge on his mind, in the thriller 
set in the dark back alleys of Brazil and Bolivia, Exposure. 

much script”). [Columbia/RCA-Columbia. 1991.] Overall rating: 
79. 


BRUTAL FURY 


“Cheap” “turkey” “snorefest” about a detective, Annette 
Gerbon, who goes undercover at “the most screwed-up high 
school in the world,” where they’re having problems with “drugs, 
rape, suicide, murder, cults, muggings and bad hairdos.” Gerbon 
infiltrates a secret vigilante sisterhood that brutally metes out 
private justice to drug dealers and a “total dick” football hero, 
Thad Dougherty, suspected of raping several students. The 
chief vigilante is the new kid at school, “hot” “maladjusted” 
“wacko” “gung-ho space cadet” Lisa-Gabrielle Greene, in a 
“sreat” performance as “a brainwashed and abused holy roller” 
“who has black-and-white flashbacks about shooting her lecher- 
ous daddy.” (She’s a “cheerleader by day, cold-blooded killer by 
night.”) “Brutal watching.” “Kind of a cross between Death Wish 
and Massacre at Central High, except this one has a female doing 
the killing.” “Something ofa vigilante Love Boat, as three vignettes 
are intertwined.” “The guys are all macho jock asses. The girls are 
all stuck-up, snobby sluts. They all die. Why can’t this happen in 
real life?” “Gerbon has no trouble going undercover at the high 
school, seeing as all the other students are at least 35 years old. 
But going out to dinner with her cop boyfriend and getting 
married ina big church wedding can’t be good for her cover.” “The 
film goes in every direction—flashbacks to incest, a lesbian 
teacher doing it with a student, date rape and murder, suicide, 
cult worship, drugs, undercover cops. Way too much plot.” “Great 





opportunity for some topless action, but no delivery. There is even 
a meeting outside a topless bar.” Thirteen dead bodies. One 
explosion. Blood-drinking. Lesbo-skewering. Kung Fu. Ninja 
throwing-star Fu. Cast: Tom Campitelli (“pretty bland and 
worthless,” “the new two-by-four of leading men” as the investi- 
gating cop), Karen Eppers (Carol), Jennifer Winder (Trudy), 
Alan Arkus (Det. Johnson), Nancy Chartier (“unbelievable” as 
the “student-molesting lesbian teacher”), Larry Turner (the 
preacher), Tanantora Sudphamitra (karate instructor). Writer/ 

« Director: Frederick P. 
Watkins (“can’t keep it 
moving, even with all 
these plots going on,” 
“incredibly bad screen- 
play, barely intelligible, 
totally unbelievable”). 
[Note from Joe Bob: 
Watkins was the win- 
ner of a “Joe Bob 
Lookalike Contest” ata 
Dallas science-fiction 
convention in 1984— 
long before anyone 
knew exactly what Joe 
Bob looked like.] [AIP. 
1993.] Overall rating: 
76. 


WARkBIRDS 


“Dumb” “prepos- 
terous” “really bad” “as- 
semble-the-squad” “Top 
Gun rip-off’ about a 
fighter pilot who puts 
together a CIA air attack force to rescue the leader of a Middle 
Eastern country. When a traitor causes one of the pilots to get 
shot down, the remaining top gun goes back in to “win one for the 
Gipper.” “Similar to the Iron Eagle films in concept, this film is 
devoid of suspense or anything else to make it interesting.” “The 
plot is thin and stupid, and character motivations are nebulous. 
The Pentagon strategy room looks like a set from a third-grade 
play.” “The actors are too young to have been in Vietnam, and the 
military officers act more like gangsters than soldiers. The F-16’s 
are not actually F-16’s. Do they think we are stupid?” “These guys 
are so out of it, they actually have the main character offer to 
spend the night to console his dead buddy’s grieving fiancee.” 
“The ‘Soviet Migs’ are Israeli Kfirs, a variant of the French-built 
Mirage 3.” “Lots of dreaded flashback scenes to pad the running 
time.” “Lousy battle scene editing and aerial photography. Piss- 
poor Arab bad guys.” The best dumb line: “I don’t care if you have 
to piss on them—bring down those planes!” Thirty-six dead 
bodies. Three motor vehicle chases. Stabbings. Seventeen explo- 
sions. Gratuitous belly dancing. Kung Fu. AK-47 Fu. Cast: Cully 
Holland (CIA-trained ground man Vince Costello), Jim Eldert 
(“immature” Top Gun pilot Billy Hawkins), David Schroeder 
(lame” as Van Dam), Timothy Hicks (“weak” as Oklahoma 
farm boy-turned-daredevil ace Jim Harris), Bill Brinsfield 
(“pitiful” as the “long-haired cigar-smoking leader of the flyers,” 
Col. Bart Ronson), Rick Anthony Muroe (“bad” as Salim), 
Joanne Watkins (“the only shining star”), Don Hibdon (Rick 
Stevens). Writers: Clifford B. Wellman, Ulli Lommel. Direc- 
tor: Lommel (“pathetic,” “ought to throw in the towel”). [Vidmark. 
1988.] Overall rating: 68. 


Members of the Action Committee are Janice Clifford, film production coordinator, Venice, Calif.; Steve Hadden, high 
school student and K-Mart stock boy, Lakeland, Fla; Louis Halper, fire protection contractor, Long Beach, Calif.; Lee Kondor, 
electrical engineer, York, Pa.; Gary Murray, food server/comic/writer, Dallas; Graham Niven, gun dealer/photojournalist, 
Raeford, N.C.; Dennis Nivens, physicist, Hermosa Beach, Calif.; Greg Olson, “computer nerd” for Sun Microsystems, Palo 
Alto, Calif.; Stan Tims, marketing manager for a computer company, Austin, Tex.; and Dr. Todd A. Wyatt, pathologist, 


Nashville. 
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Right lane closed ahead? 


Wimps to the Left 


Y ou're boppin along the interstate at 50, 60, 70, 
when—wham!—there’s a jam, and you can’t 
decide which lane you need to bein as you slow down. 

Then you see a sign: “Right Lane Closed Ahead.” 

And what happens? 

Everybody gets in the left lane. 

Why does everybody get in the left lane? I mean, 
why does everybody immediately get in the left lane, 
when everybody knows that the right lane is gonna 
be faster? 

Personally, I don’t know. But because I do know 
that this is what everybody does, I head straight for 
whichever lane is closed. I whiz to the front of that 
lane, and then I merge. 

When the sign says “All Traffic Merge Left,” it 
doesn’t say when you have to merge left. It just tells 
you, “You're gonna have to merge left eventually.” 

But I have noticed—especially in the western 
states and the rural areas—that many of the people 
in the long line in the left lane don’t especially like it 
when you whiz to the front of the line by taking the 
right lane. So when you get to the front of the right 
lane, they hate you. They won’t let you merge. 

Actually, it’s only the first guy who won’t let you 
merge. 

The first guy goes, “I’ve been waitin three goldang 
hours in this lane, ’m not gonna let Mr. Speedy 
Gonzalez jump in whenever he dang well feels like 
it.” And so he bears down on the bumper in front of 
him, refusing to give an inch. | 

The second guy goes, “Good! That guy’s not 
letting him in. I’m not gonna let him in, either.” And 
he bears down on the first guy’s bumper, creating a 
two-car non-merge vacuum pack effect. 

Then the third guy goes, - whiz, what’s going 


on here? I guess the guy in the merge lane did 
something wrong.” 

But the fourth guy goes, “Look at all those cars 
being mean to that guy. I’m gonna let him in!” And 
he gives a wave of his hand, meaning, “Get your 
hiney in line with the rest of us.” 

It never takes more than four cars to get in. 

Theories as to why 90 per cent of the population 
merges two miles before they have to: 

1) They’re smoking dope and wanna be incon- 
Spicuous. 

2) They're smoking dope and don’t realize they’re 
merging at all. 

3) They’re illegal aliens and wanna be incon- 
Spicuous. 

4) They’re going to a job they hate. 

5) They enjoy traffic. 

6) Taking a place in a three-mile-long line of cars 
gives them a warm, fuzzy feeling. They belong to 
something. 

Don’t get me wrong, I don’t think it’s a bad thing 
that everbody wants to merge early. I encourage it. 
I recommend it. It’s this very willingness to merge 
early that allows me to merge late. 

Someday maybe God will come down and explain 
all this stuff. 





Victory Over Pessimism! 


The Grayslake Outdoor Theater in 
Grayslake, Illinois, continues to pack em in 
despite predictions ten years ago that the Chi- 
cago area drive-in was an extinct species. Walter 
Szewcezyk of Lombard reminds us that, with 
eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 












At last, our dirty little secret revealed... 


Television—Unplugged 


he first two rules of understanding American 
social life: 

1) Everbody’s sitting home watching television. 

2) Nobody ever admits they re sitting home watch- 
ing television. 

Why is it that, when ordinary Americans are 
shown on television, they re never 
watching television? The only 
show I know of where people regu- 
larly watch TV is Married... 
With Children, and that’s mostly 
so we can see what a worthless 
lazy jerk Al Bundy is. 

In other words, television has 
to pretend there’s no television, 
so that the people who spend all 
their time watching it won’t real- 
ize that they have no life. 

One thing I’ve noticed lately 
is that people who work all day 
making TV shows never watch 
television. I mean they never 
watch it. It’s not people who say 
“I never watch it.” They really 
never watch it. It’s too much like work to watch it. 
Most actors don’t even watch the TV shows they 
appear on. 

Meanwhile, places that people used to go to 
socialize—night clubs, coffeehouses, bistros, neigh- 
borhood barber shops—are going out of business, 
except in a few big cities. But all these places are 
represented on T'V like they’re thriving businesses. 
We don’t need the real place to exist anymore, 
because we have the sitcom version. 


R.LP. 


Ottawa Drive-In 
Port Clinton, Ohio 


Bureaucrat Alert! The Ottawa Drive-In, lo- 
cated in condo-ridden Port Clinton, Ohio, has 
been put up for sale. This drive-in, where the 
screen faces the road so that you can see any- 
thing when you drive by, was the hang-out of 
Chuck Hush, who “hung out, drank too much 3.2 
beer, smoked Ohio Polio Weed, ate greasy 
burgers, nachos and hot dogs with very high pig- 
lip content, and other male bonding stuff,” and 
Chuck, who lives in Poughkeepsie, New York, 
now, wants us to know that, without eternal 
vigilance, it can happen here. 



















I have this vision of the future, where everybody 
does one of two things: Watch TV, or make TV for 
other people to watch. 

So then you'll have people who have no life, but 
watch other people’s lives, in order to feel like they 
have a life. 





But the people whose lives they're watching 
don’t have a life, either. They’re just acting like they 
have a life for the benefit of TV cameras. 

There’s a show called Talk Soup on E! Entertain- 
ment Network that’s a perfect example of the whole 
vicious cycle: 

The show uses clips from other shows as com- 
edy—so it’s a TV show entirely based on TV. 

The shows Talk Soup uses are interview pro- 
grams based on weird situations taken from real 
life—transvestite couples, men who divorce women 
to marry their mothers-in-law, identical twins in 
love with the same man. 

On closer examination, these aren’t real-life 
situations at all. They're carefully stage-managed 
presentations of people whose lives are so unbal- 
anced that they don’t even realize how they're being 
manipulated by the producers of the shows. So they 
tend to be people with psychological problems—and 
one of their psychological problems is that they have 
an overwhelming desire to “be on TV.” In fact, this is 
the only reason many of them agree to be inter- 
viewed. They like the celebrity of crossing over, from 
TV watcher to TV maker. 

So Talk Soup is a TV show about other TV shows 
that pretend to be based on real life but are actually 
based on the desire of people to be on a TV show. 

Are you following this? 

It’s sick. 
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ADVICE 
= to the Hopeless 


Howdy Joe Bob, how y’all doin? 

I totally agree with you about there being too 
many professional busybodies in the workplace. 
Industrial tyrants from Henry Ford to Ross Perot 
have used spies on their employees to extract 
information that is none of their damn business. 
And they probably wonder why turnover is so 
high. 

Shouldn’t you question any gambling advice 
from a casino employee? Besides, Scarne’s black- 
jack calculations predated the computer runs that 
revolutionized the game. Blackjack: A Winner’s 
Handbook by Jerry Patterson (1990 edition) pro- 
vides some good advice on money management, 
mental discipline, and how to spot potential win- 
ning and losing tables. It also contains reviews of 
other books on the market. You don’t need to be a 
rocket scientist to decipher the charts I gave you. 
Chances are, the only one that applies to you is the 
multiple-deck strategy, and you can bring it to the 
table with you when you play. But you may be 
better off sitting next to Wayne and following his 
advice. 

By the way, I’m now six for six busting dealer 
when splitting a pair of 4s against the dealer’s 5. 

Seen on a T-shirt in Phoenix: All stressed up, 
and no one to choke. 

Have fun, 

John Rush 

Georgetown, Tex. 
Dear John: 

I still say you shouldn’t split fours. 

Call me crazy, call me a man who sleeps in his 
underwear, but I just can’t bring myself to do it. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Does Chloris’ baby have a middle name? If not, 
I would like to suggest the “middle” name of that 
famous French painter Henri Toulouse-Lautrec. 
If Chloris likes this classy idea, I will look forward 
to hearing about Bjorn T. Sturtivant. 

Cliff Runkle 
Vallejo, Calif. 
Dear Cliff: 

I asked Chloris and she said, no, that France 
is too close to Spain, and she wants it made 
absolutely clear that Bjorn’s father is not any of the 
Gonzalez brothers. She will, however, accept a 
Finnish, Dutch or Danish middle name. 





pod this Pit.l, 


Fine 





— #1 


Sgt. Dave Johnson, U.S. Air Force, Crete, 
Greece: “Have you ever heard of a movie called 
California 405? It supposedly stars the fat guy who 
plays the boss on the TV idiodrama Hunter. The 
same guy who also had a tiny slime-less role in Kurt 
Russell’s The Thing. And it reportedly takes place 
entirely on the freeways surrounding Los Angeles 
(in people’s cars ‘n’ stuff). ’m told this movie made its 
debut at the 1990 Cannes Film Festival. I had a bit 
part in it, late in the production, and haven’t been 
able to find hide nor hair of it anywhere. The director 
was a German named Ulli Lommell, and the com- 
pany was called ‘(Something) Screenplayers, Inc.’ 
‘American Screenplayers, Inc.’ or ‘United Screen- 
players, Inc.’ It escapes me. Anyway, out of L.A. How 
does one find little-known films like this one? Dumb 
luck? How can I get a list of movies that premiere at 
film events like Cannes? Perhaps California 405 was 
merely the working title. I’d appreciate any help you 
can lend me. You seem quite well-versed in non- 
huge-money-makers-or-even-mainstream-attention- 


Contest #2 


J.W. Narins of Scarsdale, New York: “I’m look- 
ing for a B-movie science-fiction flick which I saw in 
the late 1970s, if memory serves. The single salient 
feature of the film which I still recall is one of the 
male protagonists, who (we are given to understand) 
is possessed of enormous supernatural powers, 
largely latent. He has a habit of sitting on the bridge 
of their spaceship and playing with a circle of light, 
which plays up and down between his palms like an 
oscilloscope reading, only without the oscilloscope. 
On this little ship, they travel to a number of planets, 
one of which is covered with ice. After semi-exten- 
sive research, I’m proud to say, I have managed to 
come up with absolutely nothing.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the October 31 issue, Daniel Stewart of 
Ypsilanti, Michigan, asked about “a real psycho- 
delic sixties hippie-type flick, about a young hippie 
chick who was apparently lost in the big city and has 
all kinds of acid-like adventures. I remember that we 
got all kinds of big name cameos, like James Coburn 
as a demented surgeon and Marlon Brando (as a 
truck driver, I think).” 

We received 37 correct answers, so our winner 
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was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Paul Kazee of Brooklyn, New York: “Daniel has 
got the hots for Candy. So does hippie guru Marlon 
Brando, Mexican gardener Ringo Starr, hunchback 
Charles Aznavour, drunken poet (is that redun- 
dant?) Richard Burton, military pilot Walter 
Matthau, and even Candy’s own daddy, John Astin. 
James Coburn and John Huston appear as a couple 
of not-quite-right doctors, and Sugar Ray Robinson 
and Anita Pallenberg strut their considerable stuff 
in brief cameos. Ewa Aulin, who went on to much 
briefer roles in Start the Revolution Without Me and 
Female Butcher (a/k/a The Legend of Blood Castle; 
Blood Ceremony), stars as the perplexed and ever- 
pursued Candy. Candy was directed in 1968 by hip 
international hunk Christian Marquand, probably 
best known to degenerate Americans like myself as 
Bardot’s beached lover in. . . And God Created 
Woman. Buck Henry wrote the screenplay based on 
the erotic-satirical book by Terry Southern and 
Mason Hoffenberg, the music includes acid-laced 
tracks by Steppenwolf and The Byrds, and FX mas- 


ter Douglas Trumbull bookends the film with ‘wild’ 
sequences that critics enthusiastically applauded. 
Unfortunately, there is not much else to recommend 
this sixties relic. If you weren’t there, you won't 
appreciate it, and if you were, you'll be embarrassed 
by it. I seem to recall that at least half of this farce is 
a ‘psychedelic’ (i.e. confused) jumble, and the other 
half, as you may by now have guessed . . . is the 
credits! Candy is available for sale or trade from the 
usual ‘underground’ sources (Rick Sullivan’s Gore 
Gazette being one).” 

Additional information came from our 36 run- 
ners-up... 

Nigel Field of Dallas: “Aulin portrays a naive 
teen whose innocence provokes men to feverish lust. 
The film is marked by the fact that Aulin can’t act 
and Marquand can’t direct.” 

Jim Weis of Atlanta: “The film is a cross be- 
tween Candide and Little Annie Fanny, featuring 
guest lechers all in hot pursuit of the toothsome 
Aulin. At the end of the movie, even her own father, 
played by Astin, gets into the act. Candy is based on 
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a really funny dirty book by the same name co- 
written by Southern under the pseudonym ‘Maxwell 
Kenton.’ The back cover of my 1965 Lancer Books 
edition describes Candy as ‘the most overwhelm- 
ingly successful under-the-counter book written in 
our generation.’ Terry Southern also wrote the truly 
hilarious black comedy novel The Magic Christian, 
which in 1969 was made into another film showcas- 
ing the acting talents of Ringo Starr. He is also the 
author of Blue Movie and, it is rumored, some porno 
movie for which he refused a writing credit.” 
Megan Ishler of Austin, Texas: “It’s a U.S.- 


Italian-French international thing, so everybody’s 


got that glazed look that 
you get when a Swede gal 
spouts phonetically 
learned English she 
doesn’t understand to fa- 
mous actors whocan’t un- 
derstand her and feel silly 
in their Nehru jackets. 
There was a big star 
search to locate the ulti- 
mate bleach-blonde big- 
eyed sixties honey for the 
title role, andI guess they 
were so excited to find 
babe-o-rama Ewa that 
nobody noticed she 
couldn’t deliver lines and 
make facial expressions 
at the same time. Still, 
she looked so great in her 
go-go boots and little else 
that I guess nobody 
minded being in such a 


bad movie. As I recall, Ewa Aulin, in the title role, whets the appetite of more than a few men 








tion.” 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 
“Marquand stars in I Spit on Your Grave. No, not 
that one, but 1959’s J’7irai Cracher Sur Vos Tombes, 
which is part of the Audubon Film Library now on 
video. Christian cannot be seen in Apocalypse Now, 
but his cut scene can be seen in Hearts of Darkness: 
A Filmmaker’s Apocalypse.” 

Sarah Clemens of West Palm Beach, Florida: “I 
will never forget Burton as Mephisto the Poet paw- 
ing Miss Aulin and moaning ‘My need ... my all- 
consuming need!’ And licking brandy off the floor of 
his limousine. I would kill for a copy of this film.” 








the movie skippedthein- 11 Candy—including pre-chunk hippie guru Marlon Brando. 


credible hunchback scene that gave the novel the 
line, ‘Gimme me your hump!, but I saw it on TV 
years ago and that might have been cut. Biker babe 
fu and a distractingly enormous pimple on Candy’s 
chin are also in evidence. I really loved this movie 
when I saw it as a teenage bad girl, but in that ‘no, 
this cannot be happening’ kinda way, Marlon Brando 
makes great scary lion guru yoga faces.” 

Allen Stern of Dallas: “For a more deftly di- 
rected and engrossing adaptation of Terry Southern’s 
book, check out The Erotic Adventures of Candy, 
starring Carol Connors.” 

Dan Rice of Fort Worth, Texas: “The movie 
doesn’t seem to have been released on video yet (I’ve 
looked), and it doesn’t come near approaching the 
heat generated by the novel, which I’ve found is most 
effective when read aloud by girls who are old 
enough not to giggle.” 

Robert H. Purdue of Las Vegas: “In the sixties 
this was daring as major studio releases go. But it’s 
hardly a good party flick for the Tailhook conven- 


Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“The film also featured Elsa Martinelli as Livia, 
Florinda Bolkan as Lolito, Marilu Tolo as Conchita, 
Lea Padovanias Silvia, and Nicoletta Machiavelli as 
Marquita. The soundtrack was available from ABC 
Records with songs like ‘Child of the Universe’ per- 
formed by The Byrds and Steppenwolf doing ‘Magic 
Carpet Ride’ and ‘Rock Me.’ In the film’s climax, 
Candy discovers that the hermit she did it with is 
really her father who has amnesia. One source re- 
vealed that the original choice to play Candy was 
Michelle (Dillinger) Phillips, but she was replaced 
due to pregnancy. The film credits indicated Candy 
was Aulin’s film debut, but she had appeared in a 
couple of earlier films after winning the title of Miss 
Teen International of 1966. Contrary to some refer- 
ences, Candy was not French actor Marquand’s 
directorial debut but his second. His initial effort was 
Of Flesh and Blood (1963-F). The movie was filmed 
in Rome and New York. Refer to Playboy’s November 
1969 ‘Sex in Cinema’ and December 1969 ‘Sex Stars 

15 


of 1969’ for a couple of interesting 
scenes from the film. The last time 
Iremember seeing Candy on cable 
was late 1981.” 7 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “Aulin was a 
beautiful, pouty, baby-faced blonde 
who never got terribly well known 
in the U.S. She also appeared in 
Plucked, among other films.” 

Dr. Robert W. Butler of New 
York: “I recall it being a fairly 
awful movie with the exception of 
several notable scenes (e.g., John 
Astin getting nailed in the head by 
a gaucho, Ringo Starr as a Meskin 
gardener who boinks Candy on a 
pool table).” 

Stately Wayne Manor of 
Drexel Hill, Pennsylvania: “Candy 
was pretty hot stuff in 68. One 
men’s mag—lI believe it was 
Adam—published an entire maga- 
zine adaptation of the film, illus- 
trated with drawings and lots of 
T&A photos not from the movie. 
Despite the full-tilt hype she re- 
ceived for playing the title role, 
tasty Aulin never caught on.” 

Also answering correctly were 
George Cleveland of Richmond, 
California; Tom Connelly of 
Denton, Texas; Randy Conway 
of Carrollton, Texas; S.W. Coo- 
per of Fayetteville, Arkansas; 
Jason Crouthamel of Blooming- 
ton, Indiana; Jim Dixon of Dal- 
las; Kevin Farwell of Boulder, 
Colorado; Tuzy Fenton of Dal- 
las; Ruth L. Fletcher-Ferrill of 
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Give us five names and addresses 
of friends or foes you think are weird 
enough to appreciate a sample copy of 


The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send 
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subscribes to the newsletter. Then 
you get another video, and you get to 


choose it from the list. 





Adelphi, Maryland; Raphael 
Harris of Jerusalem, Israel; John 
P. Holloway, Jr., of Rota, Spain; 
Lisa Horwitz of Bloomington, 
Indiana; Greg Johns of San Fran- 
cisco; Lee Kondor of Lebanon, 
Pennsylvania; Terry Maher of 
Stow, Ohio; Brent A. Richardson 
of Columbus, Ohio; Conrad S. 
Rubinkowski of Springfield, II- 
linois; Aron Silverstone of 
Durham, North Carolina; Steve 
Tedder of Tulsa, Oklahoma; Scott 
Turns of Greenwood, Indiana; 
David T. Vann of Dallas; G.B. 
Van Tuyle of Vaihingen, Ger- 
many; Robert G. Wildow of 
Grand Prairie, Texas; and Tom 
Wilson of Ougsburg, Germany. 
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Video Sales 


Troma Video Universe. Uncut, classic 
Troma movies including Class of Nuke Em 
High, Blood Hook, Girls School Screamers 
and Zombie Island Massacre have been 
restored to their original Director’s Cut 
versions and are now available directly from 
Troma. Only $9.95 each (add $3.50 S&H). 
For the official Tromabilia catalog send $3 
to: Tromabilia, Radio City Station, P.O. Box 
486, New York, NY 10101-0486 or call 1- 
800-83-TROMA to order your videos today! 


Video Trades 


Wanted: City Unplugged. Russian (?) caper 
comedy, screened festivals, hasn’t surfaced. 
VHS. Susan Wiesen, P.O. Box 1229, New 
York, NY 10014. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
TZ tk. 
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